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"WM& ISM JfHAT a joy is the 
Wm Hi ir Christmas Season 
iH Wm M *° a " believing 
n JH / Christians! To what 
■i#fEyr recollections does 

Wr WBf it give rise? The 

W^ *W Angel appearing to 

Joseph; the Heavenly Choir appear- 
ing to the Shepherds; the Star ap- 
pearing to the "Wise Men of the 
East; the Babe appearing in the 
manger. All these are graven deep 
in the minds and affections of be- 
lievers. They are part of the Chris- 
tian heritage that has come down to 
us through the centuries. Even in 
this materialistic, unbelieving age, 
what numbers of devout believers 
find joy in the acceptance of the 
recorded details of the Nativity as 
indications of the omnipotence of 
the Lord Jehovah; for the heart of 
man turns instinctively from the 
material to the spiritual unless the 
spiritual part of his nature has been 
completely stifled by the material. 

Coming so recently from lands 
where the lights were extinguished 
for many years, and where even 
now they are re-appearing but 
slowly, I have been impressed by 
the brightness of the lights and 
color with which the Christmas 
Season is celebrated in the Domin- 
ion of Canada. Conditions are so 
different from those prevailing in 
Europe. There darkness, desolation 
and famine still stalk the lands. 

The Greater Question 

In considering the Christmas 
Story I am not so much concerned 
with such questions as, "Are ail 
these details correct?" as with the 
greater question, ""What does it all 
mean to us in 1947?" The Angel 
announced to Joseph, "Thou shalt 
call His Name Jesus, for He shall 
save His people from their sins." 
To me the emphasis falls on the 
word "save." We are told that the 
name Jesus signifies "help of Jeho- 
vah," or "Saviour." His coming was 
not to rule, if we except the rule 
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A Seasonable Message 
from the Territorial 
Commander, Commis- 
sioner Chas. Baugh 



of love; not merely to live a pattern 
life for us to emulate, but to save. 

Whence comes the modern idea 
that man's duty is discharged if he 
be respectable, if he control bad 
habits, if he do a little good at 
little cost to himself? Does it not 
come from Hell? Whence comes 
also the idea we can serve our- 
selves or serve the devil all the 
week and make amends by coming 
to God on Sunday with a confession 




MRS. COMMISSIONER BAUGH 

of our sins, repeating the process 
all through life? Does it not come 
irom the same place? 

Sin is a reality. It must be faced 
and dealt with. Good and evil in 
the world are incompatibles; they 
can never be reconciled. Inevitably 
one must give place to the other. 
Either good must triumph or evil 
must. This is true of man in the 
aggregate or of each individual. Yet 
man's own endeavors to reach up- 
wards and to conquer evil have 
been futile, Only Divine Grace can 
deal with evil. There was no other 
way but for Jesus to come to save 




COMMISSIONER CHAS. BAUGH 

us from our sins. How truly wrote 

the poet: 

"There was no other good enough 

To pay the price of sin; 
He only could unlock the gate 
Of Heaven, and let us in." 
So many people try to live on 
neutral ground in a kind of no 
man's land between the world and 
the Kingdom of Heaven. No endur- 
ing habitation can be found there. 
Are we saved from sin, or are we 
doing the best we can by abstain- 
ing? In the latter case, is our best 
the best that the Almighty can do 
for us? If so the coming of Jesus 
served no vital purpose and He was 
Himself misnamed, for He was 
called Jesus because, "He shall save 
His people from their sins." 

"Jesus is Coming!" 

A poor little girl of sweeper caste 
in India had been rescued by The 
Army from a life little better than 
that of an animal. She had come 
to know Jesus as a personal friend 
and Saviour before she was strick- 
en down with a mortal sickness 
from which nothing availed to save 
her. When she was nearing the end 
she suddenly raised herself from 
(Continued on page 31) 
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/^i URELY nothing in the amazing march of human 
tL,J histoiy is in the least degree comparable to the 
. ""S) undiminished attractiveness of Jesus! One could 
v-^-J' justly be stronger, and speak of His increasing 
power to draw men unto Him. Not that He said, or that 
we are entitled to infer, that the drawing of men to 
Christ of necessity means that they will come like the 
three wise men to worship, or like others with peni- 
tential prayers and tears. Rather does it mean that 
the Christ of the cradle, the cottage, and the Cross is 
an inescapable fact. 

However violently the pendulum of history may 
swing, however wide the arc men may describe as 
they are drawn hither and thither by the forces which 
torture the human spirit, the one certainty is that 




Jesus Christ will recall and demand the attention of 
men. From birth He took His place in the forefront of 
mankind: He was born King. The Saviour for ever 
constrains His friends, for ever commands His enemies, 
and He is and will remain the ultimate test of human 
values. He draws all men; some with gifts and obei- 
sance: some with wonder and questions: some with 
laughter and lewdness: some with curses and spitting: 
some with thorns and nails and spears, others with 
incense, and oil, and sweet spices: some for judgment, 
but many for mercy. He draws men, and in this unique 
attraction and power to compel men to decision, He is 
and ever will be alone. 

Very few anniversaries survive in the loyalty and 
remembrance of communities. It is the frequent mis- 
chance even of birthdays to be forgotten. Imperman- 
ence is in the nature of things, and though often re- 
grettable, is not always so. It is provided in the order 
of things that men should be able to forget as well as 
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remember: of few events can it be said that their 
annual and universal remembrance is either possible 
or desirable. If we scan the world, we shall find records 
of many celebrations, with their celebrities, lying un- 
loved and unremembered amid the dust of the cen- 
turies. They had their day and ceased to be. Now and 
again the archivist or the antiquarian stop to read 
their dusty relics, but the world at large is unaware of 
that which was lauded by its contemporaries as ever- 
lasting dominion. 

Is there any other event in history that commands 
such faithfulness, such remembrance of praise and de- 
votion, such constant and universal recognition, as the 
coming to earth of God in lowly guise, the birth of the 
Babe of Bethlehem? His cradle draws millions of 
adorers, and even unbelievers may say with Thomas 
Hardy, who was called "a wistful doubter": 

"If someone htlicI on Christmas Eve, 

'Come; see the oxen kneel 
In the lonely barton by yonder eoomb 

Our Childhood used to know,' 
I would go with liini in the gloom, 

Hoping it niiyht he so." 

Yes, that's it. Even the doubter feels that the 
Christmas story is so eternally beautiful that he hopes 
it might be true, that indeed, for this world's sake, it 
OUGHT to be true! 

So gather around, whoever you be, and wherever 
you are at this Christmastide; whatever the customs of 
your immediate environment, whether in the frigid or 
torrid zone, Christmas is all men's festival! The stable 
is large enough now for all the other wise men, and 
the manger is the shrine of the Eternal Child. 

(Continued on page 28) 
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• / f KNOW something that all 

Q* I the big people know; but 

I I'm not going to tell; no, not 

I to anybody; not for any- 

M> thing!" 

If you had asked him, 
Terry would have felt free to in- 
form you that he was "going on 
eight," though his latest birthday 
was near the end of November, just 
a week or so before, so that he was 
really seven; but already he had 
been "debunked" regarding the 
mystery of Santa Claus, and that 
made a lot of difference to his an- 
ticipation of the oncoming event; 
he felt as if he knew nearly every- 
thing now. 

"It's your own Dad," young Rod, 
his cruel informant, had explained, 
from the immense advantage of his 
ten years of ripe experience of life, 
and Terry took it badly. At the 
same time he showed that he pos- 
sessed a most sensible view of 
things when he reasoned: 

"If I tell them at home I know, I 
shall, likely as not, get no presents. 
So I'm going to say nothing," and 
he kept the revelation according to 
Rod to himself; to outward seem- 
ing, as Christmas approached, he 
was all innocent faith in the Grand 
Old Man of Yuletide. 

On every hand there were pic- 
tures and representations of Santa, 
in all sizes — jovial, gladsome figures 
calculated to cheer the heart of any 
child. Young Rod deserved to be 
"tanned" for his kill-joy discovery 
to Terry, who now looked with 
critical eye upon the old fellow 
with the snow-covered red robe, 
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Terry Played a Christmas Carol 
on His Gift Trumpet and His 
Regimental Sergeant - Major 
Daddy Recalled New Guinea' 
and Much Else 
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and the long white whiskers, who 
always seems so out of place in that 
garb, at the Australian midsummer 
Christmas. 

In an expansive moment Dad had 
promised Terry that, if he kept 
good aiid out of mischief until then, 
he would take him to town, the 
week before Christmas, so that he 
might see Santa Claus, who was 
due, following the splendid exam- 
ple set in Canada, to pay a visit to 
a great central store he knew, and 
who could guess what might hap- 
pen if they should talk together? 

Certainly Terry was not going to 
say anything about what Rod had 
told him. All the same he suffered 
a great temptation to break Rod's 
news to Dolly, Terry's twin sister. 
His determination was gravely 
strained, moreover, when Dolly's 
splendid conduct won for her a simi- 
lar promise to that given to Terry. 

"Yes," said Dolly, after binding 
him to secrecy, "Dad's going to take 
me to town, if I'm very good, and 
he's going to meet Father Christ- 
mas; he knows him and I'll be in- 
troduced. I know what I want to 
ask him," she concluded. It was 
then that Terry said: "I know some- 
thing that all the big people know; 
but I'm not going to tell; no not to 
anybody; not for anything." He re- 
sisted manfully, and kept his re- 
solve; but he felt sorry for Dolly 
that she should believe such a fairy 
story as that about Santa Claus. He 
would certainly tell her after it 
was all over, because a girl ought 
to know as well as a boy. 

When Christmas week dawned, 



bringing the school holidays with it, 
one morning Dad said: 

"We're off to town to-day. You 
kiddies have been uncommonly 
good, almost too good to be true, 
and you shall have your treat. Get 
'em ready, Mum; I'll take 'em 
along." 

"Isn't Mum coming, too?" asked 
Terry. 

"No, love, I'm not able to arrange 
it, but Daddy will look after you, 
and I'll have everything ready for 
you by the time you return. Now 
be good; don't worry Daddy with 
too many questions, and Terry ■" 

"Yes, Mum," answered the boy. 

"Pinch Santa Claus to see if he is 
a real one." 

Several times on the way to town 
the laddie thought of his mother's 
words. 

"Who has been talking to her 
about what Rod told me?" he won- 
dered. And he wondered still more 
when having viewed the thousands 
of toys, playthings and gifts on dis- 



A MEANINGFUL CABLEGRAM 

THE story is told of The 
Army Founder, William 
Booth, that at one time he de- 
sired to send a greeting-, by 
telegram and cablegram, to all 
Salvation Army posts in the 
world. 

But' cablegrams are expen- 
sive and should be short. The 
General boiled his message 
down to a single word, and he 
was great enough and good 
enough to choose the most em- 
bracing word in the dictionary. 
This was his message — and all 
of it: 

"OTHERS" 



play, with nearly pre-war profus- 
ion — of course, he knew nothing of 
the wealth of all kinds of things of 
that sort which were obtainable in 
the days before the war — he saw, 
fContimied on page 30) 
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THE Army in Canada is rep- 
resented on the Indian Mis- 
sion Field by nearly a score 
of Officers. Adjutant Amy 
Parliament, R.N., who came out of 
Winnipeg Citadel, describes a day 
on duty at the Emery Hospital, 
Amand, India, thus: 

Morning prayers, conducted in 
turn by each nurse, are held at 7.30. 
Sergeant Dhaya, a Salvationist vet- 
eran of forty years, strikes the 
gong for the meeting as the nurses 
enter the hospital compound. 

Duties commence with "A round" 
with Brigadier (Dr.) B. Cook. His 
first remarks will probably be ad- 
dressed to a ward-boy. 

"Well, Solomon, how many pa- 
tients are there without beds, to- 
day?" "Fifteen, Saheb," says Solo- 
mon promptly. The new patients 
come forward in answer to their 
names in hope that the Saheb will 
be able to find them a bed. 

The cases are read; our Officer- 
doctor examines, advises and pre- 
scribes. Then suddenly the round 
is halted by a patient. Written 
across his case-history in a bold 
hand are the startling remarks: 
"No sleep at night. Bugs trouble!" 
Before any one enquires the patient 
tells his story. 

Later in the morning when the 
sister returns to the wards, armed 
with a blow-torch and D.D.T., this 
patient refuses to allow her to use 
it. His religion would not allow him 
to take the life of even a bedbug. 
Sister may drive them into another 
room, but she must not kill them! 

By 10 a.m. we are glad to assem- 
ble in the matron's office for a cup 

Mi 



A Canadian 
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a Day at the 
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of tea and an opportunity to hear 
the hospital news. Matron has spent 
some time cutting large holes in 
the centre of towels for use in the 
operating-room. She gives them to 
the Dherse (tailor) to hem around 
the holes. Later the man returns 
them with the holes neatly patched! 

A young nurse asks for four 
days' leave as her brother is get- 
ting married. "But, nurse," says the 
Matron, "You are an only child. 
Why do you tell me that your bro- 
ther is getting married?" 

Nurse replies: "He is my cousin 
brother." A "cousin brother" may 
be any one from a very distant re-, 
lation to a native of the same vil- 
lage. 

Most of the day is spent in try- 
ing to raise their standards of ser- 
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vice by lectures and example. Will 
I ever forget the day I tried to teach 
a ward-boy how to wash the ver- 
anda floor! He washed the grey part 
but refused to touch the white 
border. 

As I talked and demonstrated he 
put on his hat, wrapping a scarf 
around itj and walked away. He 
spent the remainder of the day 
walking around the hospital wards, 
with folded arms and declaring 
that he would never work here 
again. I learned that I had insulted 
him by asking him to wash the 
border. Later his spirits recovered 
and he returned to work. Now he 
is willing to wash the border. 

Language Difficulties 

During the afternoon the doctor 
orders a patient to have the foot of 
his bed elevated. As the proper 
shock blocks are not available, I 
ask a boy to bring "bricks." He 
does not understand English well 
and I try in Gujarati. When I ask 
him to bring in some "contoe" the 
boy looks even more bewildered. 

Feeling exasperated with the 
"stupid" fellow I seek more intel- 
ligent help. I discover that I have 
been using the word "contoe," 
meaning "camels," instead of "een- 
toe," meaning bricks. 

As the days go by our constant 
prayer is that we may show by the 
example of our lives what the diffi- 
culties of language may hinder us 
from expressing. In success or 
failure we are always able to say 
with Paul, "Not as though I had 
already attained, either were al- 
ready perfect . . . hut I press to- 
ward the mark for the prize of the 
high calling of God in Christ 
Jesus."— Phil. 3:12-14. 



A glimpse of the mighty Himalayas from 
an ancient river. 
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William Booth, Founder and First General of The Salvation Army 
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Words B} Phillips Brooks 



Music by H. Watford Davics 
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^'"ROUGH STORM 

The Army's Name Was Chosen 



Like his Master, WKIfam Booth ever 
sought after the world's lost sheep 



WHEN the Rev. William 
Booth, an earnest Method- 
ist minister, with a deli- 
cate wife and four little 
children at home, stepped into the 
"Christian" oflicc in reply to an 
advertisement, he knew little of the 
mighty results awaiting him. Ap- 
parently it was only a question of 
"u fortnight's supply" in the old 
tent on the Quaker's burial-ground 
at Whiteehapel, the minister en- 
gaged having been prevented from 
coming. In reality it was the begin- 
ning of the world-wide Salvation 
Army. 

This event was so marvellous in 
its results that it was extended in- 
definitely and crowds of godless, 
heedless people packed the tent, un- 
til one dark, stormy night it was 
blown to ribbons. Night after 
night William Booth would leave 
the choking atmosphere of this tent 
and fortify himself at a tiny eating- 
house with a glass of suda-water 
and a bun before starting home to 



Hammersmith, which lie seldom 
reached until the small hours of 
the morning. 

The Army Founder, during this 
campaign, had surrounded himself 
by a red-hot desperate crowd of 
converts, many of them with such 
records of sin and poverty, that, 
even had they so desired, no re- 
spectable congregation would have 
taken them in. 

"Born in the fire, they would 
thrive in the smoke," he said, and 
he determined that in the fire they 
should remain and he with them! 
So a Mission Hall in Three Colt 
Lane was hired for the "East Lon- 
don Revival Society," and into it 
the "ranters" managed to squeeze 
about one hundred people. The win- 
dows, which opened at the top, not 
only admitted a little fresh air but 
also brickbats, mud, dead cats, rot- 
ten eggs, soot, and flour and any 
other missile which the crowd out- 
side cared to contribute. But it was 
"tilled with glory, as we sang of the 
Blood and the Bleeding Lamb," 
says one who attended the meet- 
ings. 

Moved nearer his people 

Meanwhile the Founder had mov- 
ed to the East End of the great 
metropolis to be nearer his people, 
and changing the name of his so- 
ciety to "East End Christian Mis- 
sion" he opened fire at the Pigeon 
Shop in Bethnal Green, and the 
Skittle Alley at Whiteehapel. The 
Skittle Alley congregation gradual- 
ly migrated up from the wing of 
the White Raven Public House 
which was next door, till they reach- 



ed Whiteehapel Road, which event- 
ually became No. I Corps of The 
Salvation Army. Tne minute book 
of the Whiteehapel and Shoreditch 
circuit, dated 1868, gives details 
emanating from the "elders," show- 
ing clearly traces of the mind that 
in later years formulated the 
"Darkest England Scheme." 

"That a Drunkards' Rescue So- 
ciety be formed at once, also a 
Sick and Visiting Society, and a 
Tract Distributing Society," car- 
ried unanimously. These embryo 
Social, Slum and War Cry Brigades 
doubtless did magnificent work and 
laid the foundation for the Foun- 
der's War Sections of '97. 





UPPER: The actual nam- 
ing of The Salvation Army 
tcok place at Christmas 
time, while William Booth, 
Braniwell Booth and 

George Scott Railton were 
in conference. "The Found- 
er suddenly halted behind 
Mr. Railton's chair, took 
the pen from his hand 
crossed out the word "Vol- 
unteer" and substituted 
"Salvation". 



LEFT: The Army Founder 
in sun helmet, taken dur- 
ing a visit to Bethlehem, 
the birthplace of the 
Saviour. 
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The minute book also records: 
"That Sister Dowdle provide tea 
and cake; and the Brothers Gable 
and Edwards see to the copper and 
tables." 

"The tea was poor and weak, the 
cakes were common," says one who 
frequented these tea meetings "but 
the glory! . . . Some one would start 
a song and before we knew it we 
were on our knees; and the power 
of God upon us — we didn't want 
any more tea." 

The work developed rapidly and 
the Second Anniversary was cele- 
brated by the General Superinten- 
dent (William Booth) taking his 
entire staff and most of his mem- 
bers for a day's recreation and 
blessing to Tunbridge Wells, where 
a Mr. Henry Reed placed his beauti- 
ful grounds at their disposal. This 
was the first "Congress," forerun- 
ner of a host of great annual events 
in all parts of the world. 

The year 1872 saw the issue of 
a pamphlet, "How to Reach the 
Masses," which accomplished much 
for the Mission in bringing to the 
Founder's side George Scott Rail- 
ton, incidentally the first Salva- 
tionist leader to conduct a meeting 
on Canadian soil (Halifax, N.S.). 

Young, enthusiastic, consumed 
with love for God and souls, Railton 
at once became part and parcel of 
the concern and his one thought, 
waking and sleeping, was God and 
the Mission. He was present when 
the General chose the name of The 
Salvation Army as will later be 
seen. 

Equality of Sex Considered 

At the Annual Conference of 1874 
the question of men and women 
being equal in God's work was de- 
cided. The Founder believed that 
women were, in capacity, judg- 
ment and experience just as valu- 
able as men, but it was not easy 
to make all his associates agree 
with him. A little scene demonstrat- 
ing this fact might be recalled. The 
Army's second General, Bramwell 
Booth, then hardly more than a boy, 
had gathered a group of youthful 
evangelists around him at the house 
of one of the elder brethren for 
prayer and council. 

"We will pray," said Bramwell 
Booth. "You pray, brother," nam- 
ing the senior member. In conclud- 
ing his prayer, he said, "O God 
bless our families." This was 
strange, as he was the only one 
married, but the others loyally an- 
swered "Amen." "May our sons 
grow up to become ministers of the 
Gospel," he continued. "Amen," 
they all chimed in once more. "And 
make our daughters mothers in 
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Israel, Lord." But Bramwell Booth 
broke in, "No, Lord, make them 
ministers of the Gospel, too." That 
prayer has been wonderfully an- 
swered, and there has been no 
change in the attitude of The Army 
towards its women warriors, who, 
in securing equality of opportunity, 
have succeeded in equality of 
achievement in the fields of Army 
warfare. 

After this conference the Mission 
made wonderful advances. Small 
halls were opened and young men 
and women who had been saved in 
the various stations took charge of 
them with startling and glorious 
success. Each step forward entailed 
endless argument and met with op- 
position from, those whose objections 
were based on selfish personal 
grounds. The system of each Mis- 
sion Station having its committee of 
management resulted in the waste 
of much valuable time end in useless 
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discussion, and those who were the 

most spiritual were often out- the Founder called his thirty-six 

argued by those possessing the evangelists together , in January, 

greatest powers of talking. ' 1877, and they met in the historic 

With his customary frankness (Continued on page 23) 
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A Western Rancher Describes 
-Were Answered in a 




FORMER cattle ranch* 
er, who lias hail numer- 
ous experiences out in 
the far Wist, recently 
recounted how tic was 
saved from a life of sin 
through the prayers of 
Salvationists. He relates 
his colorful story thus: 

While rounding up sonic stock on 
a large ranch, in the West, and rid- 
ing a wild pony, my foot caught fast 
in the stirrup of the saddle as 1 was 
about to dismount, and the pony 
became frightened and ran for a 
considerable distance before I could 
get my balance and he freed from 
danger. While in the valley, between 
life and death, I made a vow— if 



God would spare my life, I would 
serve Him forever. 

I tried to reform in my own 
strength, but in a few days was 
back in the old life of sin and 
misery, deeper than before. I, seem- 
ingly," lost all desire to attend wor- 
ship in the House of God. Soon after, 
in my home community, Revival 
meetings were in progress, of which 
some earnest Salvation Army 
Officers were in charge. I refused 
the invitation to attend the services. 
I insisted that religion was all right 
for older people, but I was young 
and having a good time and going 
the paec for pleasure. 

On the special night referred to 
there was to be a masquerade 
ball in the 
, m a m m o t h 
hall some 
miles distant. 
I was soon 
off for this 
great event 
of a night of 
e x c itement 
and pleasure. 
About half- 
way on the 
mount ain 
road, I came 
to a sudden 
standstill. It 
seemed a 
voice thun- 
dered out of 




t h e 

sky: 

stop!" 



starry 
"Stop, 
In my 



1 m a g ination 
it appeared 
there was a 
huge cable 
stretched ac- 
r o s s the 
mount ain 
highway. In 
my bewilder- 
ed condition, 
I stepped over 
what seemed 
to me that 
night the 
dead - line. 
And a still 
small voice 
seemed to 
say, "Now or 
Never!" 

I dismount- 
ed and, on 
foot, led my 



faithful pony as I backed, step by 
step, for a distance of about eighty 
feet. I soon again mounted my 
steed, went down the mountain side 
and up to the hall of ill-fame in 
search of momentary pleasure. The 
words that the Salvationist whisper- 
ed to me in my home community be- 
fore leaving were, "We are praying 
for you," and I hastily replied, "Pray 
all you please. I am out for a good 
time, and am going to sow my wild 
oats." These words, "We are pray- 
ing for you," were like bread cast 
upon the waters. They echoed and 
re-echoed in my ears during the 
entire journey. 

An Immitation Army Bonnet 

As I have stated, this special oc- 
casion was to be a masquerade 
dance. I was masked as a sailor lad, 
and the young woman who was my 
partner for the evening dance, was 
arrayed in a sort of uniform and 
bonnet to imitate, and did resemble 
in many respects, that of a Salvation 
Army lassie. 

These were among the days when 
the dear old Salvation Army was 
so persecuted and so misunderstood 
for Jesus' sake, but from that night 
on my heart and highest esteem 
have ever been with The Salvation 
Army. I venture to state that no 
other noted general recorded in his- 
tory has ever recruited such a vast 
army from the ranks of the enemy 
as that of William Booth, first Gen- 
eral and beloved Founder of The 
Salvation Army, that now girdles 
the globe with the glad tidings of 
Salvation. 

Marvellous as it was that night in 
the dance-hall, accompanied by the 
young woman referred to, and un- 
converted as we were, and in a 
spirit of mockery, we marched 
around the circle with a number of 
other couples on the dance floor. 

THE music was playing and the 
dance was on. Suddenly there 
seemed to appear in writing upon 
the wall of that mammoth ballroom, 
these words, "Be not deceived; God 
is not mocked: for whatsoever a man 
soweth, that shall he also reap." As I 
quoted these words aloud, every- 
thing became quiet. Soon the danc- 
program was resumed. Everything, 
seemingly, was joyous, and the 
music went on. We were dancing 



Sublime in its beauty, the Bow River, which haB its begin- 

nings in the Rockies, races past Banff Springs, and through 

the rolling Albertan foothills, long famous as the cowboy 

country of tho West, to Calgary and beyond 
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ing in our glee. For the second time 
during the night's gaiety these same 
words seemed to reappear in larger 
letters on the wall of that dance- 
room, and as I repeated the 
words aloud, "Be not deceived; God 
is not mocked; for whatsoever a 
man soweth, that shall he also' reap," 
there was dead silence. 

After a short season, dancing was 
in full swing again. The music was 
playing and we were having a jolly 
good time. In a gale of laughter and 
noise, for the third time, sud- 
denly there seemed to appear in 
huge letters on the wall of the 
crowded ballroom the same Scrip- 
ture, "Be not deceived; God is not 
mocked: for whatsoever a man sow- 
eth, that shall he also reap." 

There was a supernatural power 
dealing with me that night, and it 
seemed to prevail over the gather- 
ing. I had no previous knowledge of 
this Scripture, and did not know it 
was recorded in the Bible. Every- 
thing was now quiet and before a 
host of neighbors, then and there a 
voice seemed to say to me, "Behold, 
this is the night." 

Confessed to the Crowd 

I testified of God's dealing with 
me and how I had rejected 
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"Our blessings are as the star- 
dust 
Strewn by the hand of God." 

CLUSTER of stars in a winter sky 
. . . shadows of dusk drifting 
into night . . . shimmer of snow 
in the starlight, on field and road- 
way and roof . . . glow of lighted 
windows patterning the darkness . . 
and distant chimes trembling 
through the stillness. 

Christmastide . . . and the New 
Year beckoning ... a fitting season 
for quiet thought and thankfulness. 

For peacefuj days and quiet nights 
. . . for homes secure and the laugh- 
ter of little children . . . for food 
enough and to spare . . . for the 
right to live as free men live . . . and 
worship without let or hindrance. 

LET US BE GRATEFUL. 

For the bounty of the harvest 
gathered in . . . for the fertility of 
our fields . . . for the rich resources 



the overtures of mercy, and that I 
would that very hour accept Christ 
Jesus as my personal Saviour. 

I now was a sinner saved by God's 
wonderful grace and divine power, 
and that great transformation 
spoken of, which had so marvellous- 
ly taken place in my heart and life, 
that night was witnessed by three 
worlds; Heaven, Earth, and Hell. 

THE floor manager in the dance- 
hall that night was formerly an 
active Christian worker, and on the 
other side of the auditorium was 
an old gentleman playing his fiddle, 
his silver hair almost white with the 
snows of many winters. He, too, 
once had known God's saving grace. 
That night he confessed anew and 
dedicated his life and fiddle to the 
service of God. 

Asked for Prayer 

Among others who accepted Christ 
in the ballroom that night was a 
young woman, who made a vow she 
would serve God from that night 
on. The following week some of her 
friends persuaded her to go back to 
the ballroom, to which she consent- 
ed. She became violently ill, and was 
taken from the building in what 
seemed to be a dying condition, The 



"AS THE STARS OFTHESKy 
IN MULTITUDE"-Hcbrews 11; 12' 



of mine and forest and waterway . . 
for the glorious strength of this, our 
Canada . . . 





physician was summoned, and after 
a careful examination, the doctor 
held out but little hope. After some 
time the doctor's faithful efforts 
were rewarded; she revived suffi- 
ciently and called for the prayers of 
God's people. 

Restored to God 

She renewed her covenant with 
the Lord, however, and was re- 
stored to the family of God. — T.R.B. 



LET US GIVE THANKS. 

Of all we have endured . . . the 
sacrifices we have made ... of un- 
accustomed task and sterner effort 
. . . and of our high resolve that 
freedom shall forever live . . . 

LET US BE UNAFRAID. 

Nigh upon two thousand years 
ago, a Star led the Wise Men to the 
manger-throne at. Bethlehem, there 
to hail the advent of the Prince of 
Peace. So may the steadfast stars 
inspire us to mightier effort and to 
greater sacrifice . . . that evil may 
be overthrown and that the day of 
righteousness may swiftly dawn. 

Peace on earth and mercy mild, 
God and sinners reconciled. 



On a 

Western 

Ranch 
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he MAN WHO WAITED 



Uev.rij F. Milans' "Ser- 
mon:; Without Texts" nut I'm' 
iikdiij J/curs in Tin' War Crii, 
brimjiiui Idessinii (mil liit'ijl ti> 
a multitude oj revders. An >'X- 
(writ'iicfd neicspaiier mini r'/m 
l«as editor mi (/((• .st'ij; i»J" 
more (/d'» 'Hif lc.idi.iui jour- 
nal), Mr. Milam; counselled 
thousands of drink - addicts 
iidio (i/cc liiiiisi'/) laid fallen h>j 
the wayside, and lie ii/uun/.s - 
'minted Diem (o Chrisl, Ins 
own all-sufficient Sarinnr. 

IN the Christmas story as re- 
lated by Luke there is a char- 
acter for whom I feel a special 
nihility to-day as I struggle to 
marshal my fast-failing strength tn 
write what may — just may — he my 
last article for War Cry renders. 
This character's name is Simeon. 



I!::n 




HENRY FRED MILANS, 
who passed to his Reward 
last year, was one of The 
Salvation Army's most re- 
markable trophies of Grace. 
A former editor of the old 
Nev/ York Sun, Mr. Milans 
was given up by physicians 
as a hopeless liquor and 
drug addict. They freely 
predicted his imminent 
death. A woman-Salvation- 
ist, however, took compas- 
sion upon Milans and invited 
him to an Army Meeting, 
where he was marvellously 
converted. He later became a 
dynamic writer in The 
Army's periodicals, and by 
correspondence and personal 
work, was the means of in- 
fluencing thousands of men 
and women, many among 
them the vilest of the vile, 
for Christ and His Kingdom. 
His astonishing career, for. 
tunately, has been recorded 
and preserved in the inspir- 
ing biography, "Out of the 
Depths", by Clarence Hall. 



Though scarcely noticed by modern 
interprelers ei the Nativity scene, 
his devotion and faithfulness seem- 
ed imnoitant enough io Luke — for 
Luke five's Simeon ten verses in 
his Gospel. 

Yet, in all the Christinas sermons 
I've listened to, J can't recall any 
dealings with Simeon. And I can 
recall leading only one artiele 
about him. There probably were 
others printed from time to time in 
the uligious press. Eui I remember 
only one — and that one, printed 
years agn, lempins fresh in my 
lading memory, { suppose, because 
it contained what I considered at 
the time a minor presumption. 
(Isn't it strange how the memory 
invariably clings more tenaciously 
to things that mal. : us mad than to 
things that make us glad!) 

Tlit' author's mistake, as I con- 
sidered it, was: in stating that Sim- 
eon was "a retired preacher." That 
bothered nie. The Bible now here 
indicates that Simeon was or ever 
had been either prophet or priest. 
It simply. s*ales that he was a man 
"just and devout." And I, as a lay- 
man, resented the author, a minis- 
ter, assuming that because Simeon 
had these high qualities he must 
ncrforce be a member of the cloth! 
Foolish of rne, wasn't it? Yet the 
momentary flare-up on my part did 
serve Hie good purpose of riveting 
Simeon in my mind. 

Relied on God's Promise 

At the time Simeon made his ap- 
pearance in the record he was old, 
very old. For memy years he had 
been puttering around the Temple, 
allowed the run of the place in 
deference to his great age — and 
perhaps in deference to a queer 
conviction he held. Though his 
voice probably quavered and his 
aged limbs tottered as he went 
about engaging the priests and wor- 
shippers in conversation, there was 
nothing quavery or tottering about 
his stubborn insistence on what he 



called God's personal promise to 
him. God had promised, he declar- 
ed to any who would listen, that 
he, Simeon, should not die until he 
had seen the coming of the Mes- 
siah and the dawn, of Israel's 
brighter clay. 

The folks at the Temple probably 
smiled gently at the old man's gar- 
rulousness. But even though the 
days and. years passed without his 
seeing the Hope of Israel, his faith 
never faltered. His old eyes con- 
tinued eagerly to scan every new 
Temple visitor, • asking himself 
again and again, "Is this the Lord's 
Anointed?" He knew that when the 
right one came along God would 
surely tell him. 

Thus it was a dramatic moment 
indeed when, among the newcom- 
ers to the Temple one day, he saw 
Joseph and Mary enter with the 
Babe and God whispered to the 
aged man's heart: "This is He, 
Simeon — the Babe there! This is My 
Son, who shall save His people 
from their sins!" 

Spiritual Perception 

Shuffling over to the pair and the 
Child, but with his soul marching 
on the double-quick to the tune of 
Heavenly music, Simeon took Jesus 
into his old arms, and with a cry of 
thankfulness blessed Him. From 
what he is recorded to have said 
(Luke 2:34, 35) it is plain that 
Simeon saw more closely than any 
of them just what Christ's coming 
meant. And when the little cere- 
mony was over — a ceremony that 
he perhaps had rehearsed many 
times in his long years of patient 
waiting — he turned his eyes 
Heavenward and said simply: 

"Lord, now lettest Thou Thy ser- 
vant depart in peace . . . jor mine 
eyes have seen Thy salvation." 

I have said that I feel for Simeon 
a special affinity. Not because my 
life has come anywhere near match- 
ing his record of being "just and 
devout" — for many of my years 




A model of the 

Temple built by 

King Solomon 

and which at 

the time of Christ's birth 

was still remarkable for its 

magnificence and splendor. It 

had both an inner and outer court. 
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were spent in wild and reckless 
sin, and even since my conversion 
I have often doubted, often fret- 
ted, often been impatient with my- 
self, with God and with" men. Nor 
is it because the Holy Spirit ever 
revealed to me, as to Simeon, any 
special promise of long life or any 
remarkable visitation to top it off. 

I feel for Simeon that special af- 
finity because I, too, know I am 
facing my day's end. It is quite 
possible that, by the time this ar- 
ticle appears in print, God may 
have beckoned and I shall have 
slipped away to be "forever with 
the Lord." But whether that be so 
or whether God shall see fit to de- 
tain me here until January 5 — 
when I shall be eighty-six — or a 
while thereafter, it cannot be long. 
With my eyesight now almost gone 
and my strength fast waning, I can 
feel in my body the rapid breakup 
that presages an early end. Simeon 
must have felt the same! 

Moreover, I feel for Simeon that 




special affinity because I, too, have 
"seen the Lord." Not with my pnys- 
ical eyes have I seen Him, nor with 
my physical hands have I held Him, 
as Simeon was privileged to see 
and hold the Babe of Bethlehem. 
But during these past thirty-five 
years since He came into my heart 
and transformed my life, I have 
seen Him, met Him, known Him — 
this God-Man who tame to earth 
"to save His people from their sins" 
— quite as intimately as though He 
were with me daily and hourly in 
the flesh. 

It has been said that my life has 
encompassed "perhaps mere of the 
tragedy of sin, the romance of hu- 




The Boy Jesus 
in the Temple 



Th» Temple was well- 
known to Christ in 
His early and later 
years. As a boy of 
twelve He is here de- 
picted by the painter 
Hoffmann questioning 
learned doctors in the 
great sanctuary. 



man love and the triumph of God's 
redeeming grace than that of any 
other man alive to-day." However 
that may be, it is true that my soul 
has been a battleground over which 
the forces of evil and good have 
raged. And, I say it to the glory of 
Him who finally delivered me from 
a habit that had ruined me and all 
I loved and who has enabled me 
to live these past thirty-five years 
as an example of His miracle- 
working power, I know of a cer- 
tainty that "God is, and that He is 
the Rewarder of them that dili- 
gently seek Him." 

And beyond that, I have seen God 
triumph again and again, not only 
in personal lives, but in the broad 
affairs of the world. Born in 1861, 
just as the clouds of Civil War were 
gathering over America, I have 
spanned three generations. Three 
generations of the most eventful 
years of human history. Years dur- 
ing which the world had made more 
of scientific and economic and po- 
litical and social advance than in all 
the generations preceding them put 
together. It has been a thrilling time 
in which to live. Despite set-backs 
and upheavals of one kind and an- 
other, the human race has gone 
forward — stumbling often, even 
falling occasionally, but always 
with its face toward a Better Day. 
His Soul a Battleground 

I have seen men put the material 
over the spiritual — and I have seen 
materialism discredited and junked 
among the philosophers of the bet- 
ter life. I have seen science virtu- 
ally displace Jesus in the confidence 
of men who even elevated it to a 
place of worship — and I, even as 
you, have seen the scientists stand- 
ing before their Frankensteins and 
calling desperately for religion to 
save them from the monstrous 
things they have created. Right now 
they are crying for an implementa- 
tion of Jesus' ideals if we are to 
live at all in this atomic age. 

The world is hastening — toward 
the Day of the Lord. 

And, like Simeon holding the 
(Continued on page 22) 
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Dfl'S OPEN SPACES 



Forest, Farm anil Lakeland, If Wisely Conserved, Wall Make 
the Dominion a Land of Hope for Future Generations 



fOKKSTS iiml farms are hum 
many standpoints tin. 1 Inuii- 
datum til' Canada's life. 
Green plant.-; change part, of 
the.' energy of the ami to nii.-i.-l the 
needs nl" man. and lite as we know 
it would cease without tiu'in. They 
can supply mcst of the needs (if 
the people in lend, clothing [ind 
shelter through t'ti almost endless 
variety of products, ami limy an: 
rcstorabU.' if u.sul wisely. All other 
resources may be destroyed, but a 
return may be made again and 
again to leap the harvest of I'ann 
and woodland, it the laws of nature 
arc properly observed. 

It may bo said with truth that 
the hopes cf the future of the wide- 
spreading Dominion arc built on 
present regulations that envision 
full and wi.se use of the soil to the 
lasting benefit of all. 
Plentiful Provision For Recreation 
The health and enjoyment of 
Canadian citizens, young and old, 
have not been forgotten in land- 
disposal regulations. The sale, li- 
censing, or leasing of sunimer- 
resort lands is provided for by the 



Public Lands Act. and such land- fever than 4,500 sxiuare miles of 

are held from disposal for other land to provide for healthful recre- 

use,-. The Provincial Parks Act has ation, game and fish protect ion, as 

resulted in the setting aside of no well as the preservation of forests. 




An airview of one of The Salvation Army's Fr-esh-Air Camps 
in the Dominion, with Lake Simcoe in Uie foreground. Lower: ' 
Canada's wide-spreading territory includes thousands of acres I 

of parklands with 
lordly rivers. 




The largest of these parks is Al- 
gonquin (about 2,740 square miles), 
named after the great family of 
Northern Indians and situated in 
the highlands of Ontario, south of 
the French River. It has acquired 
a nation-wide reputation as ideal 
parkland. 

The second park is Quetico 
(about 1,700 square miles), in the 
famous section of the Rainy River 
country that was the scene of var- 
ious wars between the Chippewa 
and Sioux Indians, and also of a 
long, drawn-out struggle between 
the Hudson's Bay and the North 
West Fur Company. 

Rondeau and Ipperwash are small 
parks on the shores of Lake Huron 
and Erie, respectively. They pro- 
vide a place where nearby city 
dwellers may quickly find welcome 
relaxation from the strain of hur- 
ried modern living. 

The direct return to the Treasury 
of the Province of Ontario through 
forest products on Crown Lands is 
large, but the indirect revenue, of 
course, exceeds this many times 
over. Indirect revenue is expressed 
in terms of employment and wages 
of men in the harvesting and pro- 
cessing of saw-logs, pulpwood and 
other forest products. 

Dependent Upon The Forests 

Many large industries are de- 
pendent on the forest for their 
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One of the Dominion's great glaciers. "The Angel", Mount Edith Cavell, visited yearly by tourists from all parts of the world. 

It is situated in the Canadian National Park at Jasper, B. C. 



principal raw materials, including 
the pulp and paper and lumber in- 
dustries. There are a great number 
of industries in which wood and 
paper are important components. 
In fact, there is practically no in- 
dustrial activity which is not depen- 
dent to some extent, directly or in- 
directly, on the use of forest pro- 
ducts. 

Up-to-date Aerial Supervision 

Throughout the history of Can- 
ada's settlement, fire has been close- 
ly associated with the lives and for- 
tunes of those who have opened the 
country for farming. In the long 
drama of pioneer life, it has played, 
and still plays, a dual role — a role 
which has always excited a lively 
interest. From the day when the 
first pioneers entered the leafy 
forests along the lakes in Upper 
Canada to the present time when 
the sombre spruce woods are slow- 
ly making way for settlement in 
new areas, fire has been at once 
both friend and foe. 

In the use of aircraft for forest 
protection, the Province of Ontario 
was a pioneer. As a matter of fact, 
the Province owns and operates the 
largest aerial forest fire-fighting or- 
ganization in the world. This is not 



a chance happening, but is due, in 
part, to the fact that the areas 
served are sufficiently well watered 
to permit of the use of this type 
of equipment to definite advantage. 
The Forest Air Service was organ- 
ized to supplement the detection 
service then in effect, but it soon 
became apparent that it could 
serve a broader and more useful 
field in the transportation of men 
and supplies to actual fire loca- 
tions. 

The past attitude toward the for- 
est unfortunately has been one of 
exploitation, with little regard for 
the resulting conditions as related 
to soil and water conservation or 
even the future of our forest crops. 
Some areas have been denuded to 
point where there is now less than 
ten per cent, of woodland. Much of 
the remaining woodland is badly 
culled and thousands of acres, un- 
fit for agriculture, have been clear- 
ed and left abandoned or worth- 
less. 

Slow But Sure 

Public opinion is now being edu- 
cated to the necessity of maintain- 
ing a reasonable amount of forest 
cover for the indirect benefits, but 



the question frequently arises as to 
the returns to be expected from 
forest crops. Planted forests are too 
young to give accurate data regard- 
ing profitable returns. We do know, 
however, that some of the forest 
plantations made twenty-five to 
thirty years ago are now producing 
over one cord of wood, per acre, 
per year. 

Paying; Investments 

Fortunately there has been a 
keen interest developed in forestry 
matters by municipal authorities, 
boards of trade and agricultural 
organizations. A movement in favor 
of improving forest conditions in 
Ontario has many arguments in its 
favor. It will pay in investments, 
assist in ensuring a wood supply, 
provide labor in rural districts, 
protect watersheds, conserve water, 
provide breeding ground for birds 
and wild life, and numerous other 
benefits. 

In this year, which incidentally 
commemorates the eightieth anni- 
versary of Confederation, and in 
succeeding years, it is hoped that 
progress will be made in every 
direction for the development of a 
bigger and better Canada. 
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LAMPS AND LANTERNS 
have been, and still are, 
closely associated with 
Christmas scenes and dec- 
orations. There is something 
very attractive about the 
thought of an old lantern 
casting its mellow beams 
through the window or 
porch onto the snow-laden 
tree-branches and path 

ahead. The accompanying 
picture shows an expert ex- 
amining a number of an- 
tique lanterns and candle- 
sticks 



MY tea is nearly ready ami tlie 
sun has left t'/ie sky; 
It's time to take the window 
to sec Lee-vie doing by: 
Far every night at teatimc and be- 
fore you take, your seat, 
With lantern and until ladder he. 
comes posting up the street, 

Now Tom would be a driver and 

Maria go to sea. 
And my papa's a banker, and as 

ricli as he can be; 



But I, ichen I am stronger and can 
choose what I'm to do, 

O Leeric, I'll yo round «t niglit and 
light the lamps with you! 

For we arc very lucky, icith a lamp 

before the door. 
And Leeric stops to light it. as he 

lights so many more; 
And O, before you hurry by with 

ladder and with light, 
O Leeric! see a little child and nod 

to him to-night! 



FUN AND FROLIC 

Christmas for many holds happy memories of jolly times, when all the 

family joined in the rollicking, merry-making. This year is a good, time 

to add another chapter to one's book of recollections. 



Fill Them In 

LITTLE Dick's . . . has plenty of 
sense; 

For week's she's been saving her . . . 

To buy sugar unci . . . and flour 
and . . . 

So they'll have a fine . . . when 
Christmas Day comes; 

Boast . . ., rosy . . ., and oranges 
sweet, 

For at Christmas she likes to pro- 
vide a biff . . . 

She has bought cosy slippers for . . . 
because 

He doesn't get presents from good 

And that is why . . . saved pence 

when she could, 
And she'll have enough over, I feel 

very sure. 
To buy many good things for some 

folks who are . . . 

* * * 

ANSWERS 

Mother; shillings and pence; nuts; 
plums; party; duck; apples; treat; 
father; Santa Claus; good; mother; 
poor. 



Two Match Tricks 

HAND wi 

s o me one 
nine matches 
and ask him 
to make them 
into ten. Hav- 
i n g shown 
him (Fig. 1) 
how simple 
this is, say: 

"Now you know the trick you 
should find it easy to turn six into 
twenty-five." If he fails, arrange 
the six matches as in Fig. 2. 




Ring High I Ring Low ! 

O WEET Christmas bells! 

J Ring high! Ring low! 

Ring high! In clear exultant note 

Swell angel songs that silvery, float 

On Christmas Eve, above the snow! 



w 



w 

Hi! 
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Room fior Jesus 

ONE night when mother had put 
her little girl to bed and was 
just ready to leave her, she saw 
that her child had left a big spare 
place in the bed, large enough for 
some one else to occupy. 

"Why have you done that?" asked 
the mother. 

"I want to make room for Jesus," 
was the little one's answer, "for He 
has nowhere to put His head." 

Jesus wants you to give Him room 
in your heart and life, if you have 
not already done so. Why not do 
it today? 



Come into my 

heart, Lord 

Jesus" 




PAGE TWENTy 



THE WAR CRY 




I By Mof&i eJfenAe>U Wood 

he Towel That Spoke 

A CHRISTMAS TALE OF ZULULAND 



IT HAD been an exhausting day, 
and Nurse Mary Cleveland found 
her handbag heavy as she set out 
on the long trek back to the Settle- 
ment. The pitiless Zululand sun 
struck hotly through her thin uni- 
form, and the pith helmet did little 
to mitigate the fierceness of its rays. 
It had been a difficult confinement 
she had been called upon to attend 
— one made unnecessarily complex 
by the interference of the old hea- 
then women of the tribe, and their 
use of heathen practices — and it had 
taken all her strength to fight the 
battle through. Now she thought 
eagerly of her room — -of its blessed 
seclusion from the thronging cares; 
of a refreshing cup of tea and — best 
of all — of a hot bath. 

Enduring - the Uncongenial 

Her eyes roved over the wild 
countryside unseeingly, with its 
austere, rugged beauty, and she 
sighed. Five years in this desolate 
spot. Five years of ceaseless struggle 
.with disease, dirt and apathy. Five 
years of seeing to hideous ulcers, 
swollen, snake-bitten limbs and 
dreadful burns; coughs and colds. 
She thought wistfully of the white- 
framed house in that Ontario town 
of white-haired Ma and Dad. A 
holly-wreath, with its gay red ribbon 
would be hanging in the window 
now; paper-chains would be decking 
the pictures and fixtures; young 
brothers and sisters would be thrill- 



ed at the thoughts of the nearness 
of Christmas. She sighed again. 
Christmas in the wilds. Merely an 
increase in the queue of ailing pa- 
tients — the extra drinking making 
for "wounds without cause"; burns 
and stomach disorders. Oh, to be 
home for Christmas! To experience 
the love of those near and dear; to 
see the glowing faces of her kith 
and kin; to join them round the fes- 
tive table! Two more years must 
elapse till that blest day. Could she 
endure? Not that she minded the 
constant cleansing of sores, of dosing 
and healing. She loved her work. 
She loved the Bantu people. She 
had settled all that on her knees 
when after that Missionary meeting 
in the Corps Hall, she had responded 
to the call of God. It was the loneli- 
ness of it all that smote her like a 
blow. True enough, Major and Mrs. 
Gunderson were kind to her, and 
often had her up to the white- 
walled, cosy quarters across the 
compound. But they did not under- 
stand. They had one another — and 
their children. She was alone. She 
changed her suitcase to the other 
hand, sighed, and pressed on. 

Burning With Heat 

Now she could see the white- 
washed walls of the Settlement 
buildings, gleaming in the sunshine 
on the hill-top. She climbed the hill 
slowly, her feet burning with the 
heat and the pain of tramping long 
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UPPER: A Zulu Warrior. LOWER: Afri- 
can Salvationists gather for one of their 
great outdoor rallies. A scene which 
gives a good idea of the crowds of Na- 
tive Salvationists and people that attend 
The Army's outdoor gathering in Africa. 



miles. How good that batn would 
be! How cooling and refreshing! 
Now she was trudging up the 
(Continued on page 24J 
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FOREST FIRE WATCHER: A; strategic points in Canada's vast wooded areas 
are situated fire observation towers from which forest rangers (both men and 
women) may keep ;,n alert-eye on their districts. The unique camera shot above 
shows a woman ranger ascending to her lofty post c' vantage (See pages 18 & 19) 

STAR OF ALL HEARTS 

EXCEPT the Christ be born again To that far sky where mystic birth 

tonight begin, 

In dreams of all men, saints and sons of Where dreaming ears the angel-song 

shame, shall win. 

The world will never see His kingdom Our Christmas shall be rare at dawning 

bright. there, 

Star of all hearts, lead onward through And each shall find his brother fair, 

the night Like a little child within; 

Past death-black deserts, doubts with- All hearts of earth shall find new birth 

out a name, And wake no more to sin. 

Past hills of pain and mountains of new Vachel Lindsay, author of "General 

sin Booth Enters Heaven". 



THEWAYTES *> 

Originated With Olden Time Watchmen 



THE Waits or Waytes played a big 
part in the life of "Merrie Eng- 
land" in the olden days. They or- 
iginally were made up of the town 
watchmen who, through the night, 
walked the streets to protect the 
householders, and used a musical 
instrument to mark the hours and 
to indicate that they were official 
welcomers. 

Gradually they became town 
musicians. Later, they took on or- 
nate uniforms and frequently were 
called by the gentry to perform at 
stately occasions. One of their func- 
tions was to greet visitors to the 



town. Many of the waits had certain 
tunes by which the group was iden- 
tified. They were like the theme 
songs or signatures which radio 
sponsors use to identify programs 
"on the air." 

Owing to the fact that waits were 
always employed at Christmas time 
for special music, many people in 
England and America associate the 
name solely with street serenaders 
on Christmas Eve. Really, the prin- 
cipal duty of the waits was not so 
different from that of the small- 
town band when it turned out to 
welcome visitors, 



The Man Who Waited 

(Continued jram page 15) 
Babe in h<s anus and seeing in Him 
the hope of the world, I want to 
register my belief in youth — in 
youth wlios." hands, Christ-strength- 
ened, must shape the shape of 
things to come. I repeat, I believe 
in youth! I cannot share the .'ears 
of some of my contemporaries about 
either Salvation Army youth or 
youth in general. Old age fumbles 
and blunders, grows blind and 
cynical and inept. Again and again 
God has had to call upon youth — 
as He called upon His own dear Son 
— to step in and save the world. 

Youth — Christ-inspired and 
Christ-possessed — are my confident 
hope for the world even as Sim- 
eon's hope was his view (after 
years of waiting and watching) of 
the Babe of Bethlehem. In modern 
youth's more alert, more serious, 
better-educated, better-consecrated 
attitudes toward life lies the de- 
liverance from all those things that 
hinder the realization of the Christ- 
mas evangel of "Peace on earth, 
good will toward men." 

To some of you who have known 
of my recent afflictions, it may have 
seemed hard that I should have to 
just lie here and wait to die. 1 do 
not deny that I should like to go 
on living and working for my Lord. 
We have enjoyed many a thrilling 
experience together. 

But — I say it sincerely, humbly — 
His will is mine, forever mine. And 
whether He conies for me to-day or 
to-morrow or a year hence, I shall 
reverently say: "Lord, now lettest 
Thou Thy servant depart in peace 
. . . for mine eyes have seen Thy 
salvation!" 



MUSIC'S CHARM 

BESIDES theology, music is the 
only art capable of affording 
peace and joy of the heart. . . . This 
is why the prophets preferred music 
before all other arts, proclaiming 
the Word in psalms and hymns. 

My heart, which is full to over- 
flowing, has often been solaced and 
refreshed by music when sick and 
weary. — Martin Luther. 



HEARTS AND FAITH 

IND hearts are more than 
coronets, 

And simple Faith than Norman 
blood. — Alfred Tennyson. 
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IN MANY TONGUES. The Army's literature, chief organ of which is The War Cry, holds a unique position in the world. 

Carrying no commercial advertizing, it also is the largest international temperance Journal, and as will be seen from the 

sample headings pictured above, is printed in many languages, The influence of The Army's literature in the world cannot be 

over-estimated. The War Cry is known as The White-Winged Messenger. 



• THROUGH CLOUD AND SUNSHINE • 



Long Room, Whitechapel. He de- 
cided that the whole constitution of 
the Mission was to be changed. 
"Tedious and unprofitable commit- 
tees were to be abolished, making 
it no longer possible for an evan- 
gelist to stay two years in a place, 
receive as a thank-offering from a 
grateful people a purse of money 
for himself, leaving the Mission to 
fall into many outstanding debts. 
Each station must be self-support- 
ing. No evangelist to have any voice 
in where they should go or how 
long they should stay. AH must be 
left to the discretion of the General 
Superintendent." 

The First Army Captain 

Further events marked progress 
in the direction of the novel system 
towards which the new Movement 
was unconsciously hastening. The 
quiet little town of Whitby, Eng- 
land, awoke one morning to find a 
startling bill flaring on every pos- 
sible wall and boarding. So it was 
that the first printed "War Note," 
and the first Captain, Elijah Cad- 
man, though self-appointed, hailed 
from Whitby. The trend of the 
whole Movement was towards war 
on sin. 

It was Christmastime, 1877. As 
usual the Founder, Bramwell 
Booth, and George Railton were 
closely engaged on the work which 
was always first in their thoughts. 
The former was pacing up and 
down the room, while the two lat- 
ter were seated at a table writing 
and suggesting. "What is the Chris- 
tian Mission?" was a question pro- 



(Continued from page 11) *- 
pounded by the circular they were 
engaged in writing. "A volunteer 
agency," was suggested. "No, we 
are more than that, we are a move- 
ment," said Bramwell. "Yes," said 
Railton, dashing his pen through the 
offending words, replacing it with 
"Army." 

Marched Around the World 

"That's better," the General de- 
cided. Still the trio were not con- 
tent. It sounded amateur. The Foun- 
der suddenly halted behind Mr. 
Railton's chair, took the pen from 
his hand, crossed out "Volunteer" 
and substituted "Salvation," mak- 
ing the sentence to read "A Salva- 
tion Army," raised from among 
themselves. The inspiration of that 
name can never be doubted. It has 
rallied to its Banner an Army in- 
deed which has marched its way 



HISTORIC BUILDING 

This old photograph shows The 
Salvation Army's No. 1 Corps, 
Whitechapel Road, London, later 
turned into Headquarters of the 
City Colony. It was also the first 
Social Headquarters, anticipating 
the "Darkest England" Scheme 
heralded by William Booth's fa- 
mous book, "Darkest England and 
the Way Out", still recognized as 
one of the highest, if not the high- 
est, authorities on welfare work. 
Note the mammoth poster an- 
nouncing an International Congress 
conducted by the Founder in the 
great British metropolis. 



around the world, leaving Salvation 
and blessing in its trail. And to-day 
it is still marching on! 
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From the Originnl Painting in Victoria College, Toronto, by G. A. Reid 



drive, her feet sending up little 
pull's of its red dust, and then it was 
she caught sight of Kisumulu, and 
a wave of very unchristian-like an- 
noyance svvept over her like a cold 
douche. There she was, sitting on 
the steps of the tiny hospital, ob- 
viously wanting treatment of some 
kind. And Kisumulu, of all women! 
The most stubborn and unrelenting 
of all; the trouble-maker; the scoff- 
er of Christian ideals; the recalci- 
trant one! Now, when she was in 
trouble, she came to the very folk 
she had scorned! It would have been 
easy then — in the mood she was in 
— for Mary to have sent the un- 
lovely one ''packing," but grace 
conquered, and she stifled her yearn- 
ing for that bath and, merely stop- 
ping long enough to set her bag 
down inside her cottage door, she 
made her weary way to the clinic, 
still feeling aggrieved at the pre- 
sence of the unwanted patient — at 
a time when the clinic was closed. 
Perhaps her voice was a little sharp 
as she explained all this to the 
squatting, copper-hued woman, as 
she unlocked the door, and led the 
way into the simple yet spotless 
room — the scene of so many tooth- 
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The Towel That 
Spoke 

(Continued jrovi page 21) 
pullings, salvings, plasterings and 
dosings. 

Her tongue was still working 
over-time as she filled a basin with 
hot water, poured some antiseptic 
into it and told the patient rather 
ungraciously to put her ulcerated 
foot into it. Then something she did 
struck her as so symbolic that it 
silenced her tongue and made her 
deeply ashamed of her attitude of 
hurt annoyance. She picked up a 
snowy towel that lay on the white- 
enamelled shelf, together with sun- 
dry gleaming instruments and, as 
she tucked it around her waist to 
serve as a temporary apron, a verse 
of Scripture — quite unbidden — flash- 
ed into her mind. "And He girded 
Himself with a towel." Strange how 
one can be apparently absorbed in a 
task and yet be thinking furiously 
of something quite different. As her 
deft, cool fingers gently bathed the 
pus and dirt out of a deep ulcer on 
Kisumulu's foot a vision of the 
setting in which that phrase was 



first used was forming inside the 
nurse's mind. She saw the calm, 
gracious figure of the Servant of all 
surrounded by His quarrelsome fol- 
lowers — all striving to get nearest 
to their Lord. She could see His 
dark, steady eyes as they took in 
the situation; then she saw Him pick 
up a towel and, without a word, tie 
it around His waist. Then she saw 
Him pour water into a basin — just as 
she had done a few moments pre- 
viously. But what a different spirit 
He had shown! And as He had bath- 
ed His wondering disciples' feet His 
quiet, even words had stung His fol- 
lowers into shamed silence. "If I, 
then, your Master have washed 
your feet, ye ought also to wash one 
another's feet. For I have given you 
an example, that ye should do as I 
have done to you." 

Kisumulu, sitting sullen and right- 
ly rebuked, was astonished at the 
brightness of the face lifted up to 
her, and at the smile that shone from 
the face of her who so tenderly 
bound u p the smarting sore . 
Reprinted from an earlier issue of The 
War Cry, the reproduction on this pngc 
of Mr. George A. Reid's famous painting 
of a Canadian pioneer settler's home is 
used by permission. 
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A Message from 

THE CHIEF SECRETARY 

Colotael Arch. Layman 

"Fear not, I bring you good tidings ... to all people." — Luke 2:10 




MOMENTOUS news of 
any kind is generally 
released from great 
cities that usually are 
centres of population, 
government, learning 
and wealth. The great- 
est story of history, however, was 
given to poor shepherds who in the 
rounds of their common duties were 
watching their sheep on a lonely 
hillside in far-off Judaea. 

Seen By Humble Watchers 

When the heavens opened on that 
bright starry night, only the shep- 
herds and the Wise Men saw the 
heavenly hosts or the Star in the 
East. King Herod in his palace and 
the chief priests and scribes in the 
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Temple courts in Jerusalem, never 
heard the Song of the Ages sung by 
the angelic choir. 

"All glory be to God on high, 
And to the earth be peace; 

Good - will henceforth from 
heaven to men 
Begin, and never cease." 

This glorious Song of Redemption 
heralding the birth of Christ, began 
in the heart of God, and expressed 
the love of the Heavenly Father to- 
wards a sinful and suffering world. 



A WARM GLOW 

A FRIEND of Charles Dickens 
once said that when he entered 
a room "it was like the sudden 
kindling of a big fire, by which 
every one was warmed." 

It is one of the finest tributes that 
can be paid to anyone to say that 
he radiates warmth. 

Do you warm the hearts of those 
around you? 



The coming of the Messiah was wel- 
comed with gladness and joy, and 
the priviliged ones worshipped and 
brought gifts to the infant Jesus. 

As they offered gifts most rare 
At that manger rude and bare, 
So may we with holy jo-y, 
Pure and free from sin's alloy, 
All our costliest treasures bring, 
Christ to Thee, our Heavenly 
King. 

The Message of Good-will heard 
on that Christmas Eve long ago can 
be fulfilled to-day, if we accept the 
conditions of Salvation offered in 
Christ and obey the laws of the 
Heavenly Kingdom. Our aim must 
also be to practise and proclaim the 
Golden Rule, recognizing in every 
one regardless of race or color a 
brother for whom Christ died. 

God's Plan For the Nations 

Only then will God's Plan for the 
brotherhood of nations be aeeom- 



"1 CHRIST OF CHRIS1H8 

Let Him Enter Your Heart 

IT is possible — sadly possible — to take 
part in, and to an extent enjoy, the 
festivities of the Christmas season with- 
out having the Living Christ in the heart. 
He came to Bethlehem to be enthroned 
in the lives of mankind, to forgive and 
redeem all who will accept His mercy 
and sacrifice on Calvary. Pray then at 
this moment that He may receive your 
contrite heart, make you a new creature 
and fill your days with happy, useful 
service in the furtherance of His King- 
dom. 



Remember The Salvation Army 
in Your Will! 

SINCE the year 1S65 The Salva- 
tion Army has demonstrated Its 
effectiveness in dealing with human 
problems, distress and maladjust- 
ments, through Us vailed and 
highly-organized network of char- 
acter-building activities. 

The Salvation Army is legally 
competent to accept bequests. 

Upon request, information or ad- 
vice will be furnished by: 
The Territorial Commander, 
20 Albert Street, 

Toronto, Ont., Canada. 




Colonel A. Layman is shown stepping 

from an air-liner after visitinn Bernuicla. 

n distant pnrt of the wide-sprending 

Cnnn'limi Territory 



plished and His will be done on 
earth as it is done in Heaven. 

"Let every creature rise and 

bring 
Its grateful honors to our King; 
Angels descend with songs 

again, 
And earth repeat the joyful 

strain." 

At this Christmas season let us 
praise God by worshipping Him in 
spirit and in truth, and strive to 
bring cheer and blessing to as many 
as may be possible. 



The Universal Message 

Music is the Same in All Languages 

A GROUP of people from a num- 
ber of countries once met 
around a brightly-burning log fire, 
and the singing of songs was sug- 
gested. It was found, however, 
that difficulty arose over the fact 
that no two members of the group 
could sing the same song. Finally 
a young woman spoke up: "There 
is a song, the tune of which is the 
same in all languages. Let us sing 
'Silent Night,' each in his own na- 
tive tongue." And they did. 

God's message of "peace, good 
will toward men" is a universal 
message. The beautiful Christmas 
carols are the common property of 
mankind. "Away in a Manger," 
by Martin Luther, comes to us from 
Germany. "O Come, All Ye Faith- 
ful," by Frederick Oakeley, is a 
gift from Italy. "The First Noel" 
comes from France. "Joy to the 
World! the Lord is Come," by Isaac 
"Watts, and "Hark! the Herald An- 
gels Sing," by Charles Wesley, or- 
iginated in England. America has 
also added her contribution to these 
enduring songs: "O Little Town of 
Bethlehem," by Phillips Brooks. 
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A CHRISTMAS IDYLL 



IT was tlie most delightful place! 
Tlii: cottage was snowy-white, 
with soft bhu.> trim. Flag-stone 
paths branched hither and yon; 
vivid portulacca blossoms shedding 
their gaiety at every step, whilst 
terraced lawns emphasized the 
beauty of many (lowers. 

Roses rioted everywhere; one got 
a whill of clove-pinks, of "old man," 
and of gorgeous-hued sweet pens. 
Heavenly - blue morning' glories 
blanketed archway and trellis; in 
stone urns and tree-stumps, nastur- 
tiums glowed gloriously. 

Below the slopes of emerald vel- 
vet, the lake rippled darkly-blue, 
along the shoreline the scent of bal- 
sam and cedar was wafted on soft 
breezes, feathery clouds drifted 
lazily across the azure sky. Beside 
the windows of the chintz-hung, 
flower-filled living-room, a hand- 
some man, in his early thirties, lay 
upon a cushion-band chesterfield; 
whilst an extremely pretty young 
woman moved restlessly about the 
lovely room. 

The beauty of her dark eyes and 
vivid natural coloring was en- 
hanced by masses of softly-curling 
black hair, but her lovely face was 
full of unrest and dissatisfaction; 
her voice petulant as she spoke. 
"I'm not tired of you. I do love 
you, Kent; I'll always love you! — 
but I'm bored to extinction here." 

"You can at least get around!" 
"Oh! Kent, don't. To see you suf- 
fering so just breaks my heart. I 
cannot bear it!" — and she flung her- 
self on her knees beside him. The 
man's sea-blue eyes were very ten- 
der as he gently stroked the bowed 
head, 

"Don't cry, Gwenyth, beloved!" 
and he held her close. Presently 
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her sobs ceased, but she still knelt 
there, as though their together- 
ness would solve their problems. 
Suddenly the soft chime of a door- 
bell sounded. A blue-clad, blue- 
bonneted figure stood there, a bun- 
dle of War Crys in her arms. Her 
quick glance noted the flushed 
cheeks and traces of tears. "You 
are in trouble! Can I help you?" 
Gwenyth Somerville's natural re- 
serve strangely disappeared, and 
she drew her caller to a com- 
fortable seat in the screened ver- 
anda, and told of her difficulties. 

A Wonderful Friend 

"It is hard to endure; I realize 
that, but — you have him back!" 
Swift comprehension flooded 
Gwen's heart, and she murmured in 
contrition, "Oh, forgive me! I'm so 
sorry." "Don't grieve for me. He is 
still with me in spirit and — I've a 
wonderful Friend to help me. Do 
you know Him?" For a moment, 
steadfast grey eyes met troubled 
brown ones; then, "ShalL we tell 
Him?" and they were on their 
knees together. Long they knelt, 
but when they arose, Gwenyth 
Somerville's face was radiant. 

A soft-spoken — "I must go! but 
I'll come again" — and she was 
alone. 

* » * 

A moment she stood in the door- 
way, her husband's eyes upon her, 
then again she knelt beside him. 

"Oh, Kent! I've found just what 
we were needing!" 

"I know, dearest. I heard, and I 
believe I have found it too." "To 
think" — they said later — that we 
tried everything else but the "one 
thing needful." 

* * * 

It was a veritable fairyland! At. 
the foot of the garden slope the lake 
lay beneath its winter covering of 
steely-blue; the low-hanging stars 
glistened and gleamed in the indigo 
velvet of the heavens; underfoot 
was crisp, crunchy whiteness. 

Beside the cottage every bush and 
shrub bore a galaxy of glittering 
globes of light and color, tiny bells 
tinkled in the breeze; from each 
window ruby-wreathed candles sent 
rosy beams into the night. In the 
living-room a huge tree sparkled 
and shimmered; beneath and beside 
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it were piles of tissue-and-t'msel- 
wrapped gifts; delicious Christ- 
massy odors were everywhere. Be- 
fore the blazing hearth-fire Kent 
Somerville sat in his wheel-chair, 
whilst a quartet of women-folk flit- 
led happily about. 

The local Corps Officer's wife was 
there; the little War Cry herald; a 
sweet-faced older woman known as 
Young People's Sergeant-Major; 
and the pretty young mistress of the 
house. All summer long, the under- 
privileged ones of the nearby town 
had been royally entertained by the 
grateful Somervilles. Warm days 
had found their guests in the sun„ 
resting in easy chairs and ham- 
mocks; or enjoying the delicious 
coolness of the sparkling lake. Ice- 
cream and soft drinks alike had 
found space in the big "frig." 

A rumpus-room took care of rainy 
days. Strangely enough, Kent 
Somerville found "himself thriving 
in the hustle and bustle. Now, there 
was to be a huge Christmas party 
for all concerned. Through at last, 
the workers sat listening to the 
grand old carols coming over the 
air. Then, on an impulse, Gwenyth 
Somerville went to the piano and 
unitedly, and with full hearts they 
sang the song beloved of Salvation- 
ists the year round: 
"And for what the Lord has done 

for me, 
I'll praise Him through eternity!" 
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The Pioneers' Christmas 

t/'ire MIND those good old Christinas 
1 days 

Of pioneers out West? — 
With all their fine and genial ways 

So happily possessed 1 . 

"No one was seeking for his own 

Above his neighbor's good; 
A grander spirit, far, was shown 

In every neighborhood. 

"They liked to lend a helping hand 

In seeding, harvesting, 
And then with threshing, on the land — 

Besides their visiting. 

"They had a lot of hardships, too! 

But faced them with a smile 
(Great big, brave hearts!) the whole 
way through, 

With faith for every trial. 

"They went to church on Sabbath Day — 

Sometimes by oxen drawn; 
It was their way to want to pray, 

With God to lean upon. 

"And thus, when Christmas day arrived, 
The spirit also came, 
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For it was felt on every side, 
And shared by all the same. 

"I'm wondering now, as Christmas nears. 

Will many find again 
The spirit of those pioneers? 

You see — I lived with them!" 

ALBERT E. ELLIOTT. 
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CHRIST'S TREASURES 

HE COMES the broken heart to 
bind, 
The wounded soul to cure. 
And with the treasures of His grace 
To enrich the humble poor. 




SNOW AT CHRISTMAS 



IT has been said that Charles 
Dickens rediscovered Christmas; 
he must certainly be held in part 
responsible for the tradition asso- 
ciating the festival with hard 
weather. Five of the six Christ- 
mases from 1817 to 1822 chanced to 
be bleak in England, and two of 
them snowy. 

These would have been about the 
earliest within the novelist's recol- 
lection, and they seem to have left 
him with the impression that such 
rigorous conditions were proper to 



the season. This notion was fos- 
tered in the 'forties by the intro- 
duction from Germany of colored 
greeting cards portraying snow 
scenes. It has been firmly estab- 
lished ever since. 

Though we have no reason to sup- 
pose that a "white" Christmas has 
been the rule rather than the excep- 
tion at any time during the last few 
centuries, there is no doubt that 
snow at this festive season of the 
year is acceptable with most people 
— and especially the younger ones?. 
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IN "SANTA CLAUS' COUNTRY." — Reindeer-drawn sleighs Journey over snowy expanses in Arctic Lapland 
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(Continued 

Wo knew a lot about Jesti;; which was hidden Irani tli>: 
rir:.t wnnMiipT'rs. For many centuries hie has been Inose upon 
tho world, inevitable mi history. Kingdoms mount and mus- 
ter, benfit and bhazL', tremble, tetter urnJ fail. Dynasties march 
with uneasy step across the troubled years, fading into frr- 
rjctfulness, and k'nve behind thorn a litter of broken sceptres 
and discarded crowns. Systems of government proclaim their 
^visdom, enjoy .a brief authority, and are overthrown and 
discredited. Enmities and wars darken the human scene. The 
i ace rushes or. in an evcr-changing drama of life and death. 
Vet, ,imid it all, w? see Jesus. The world wishes to be done 
with and rid of Him. It has often told Him to go, but He 
remains. He keeps on calling us. Whatever changes, He changes 
not. Whoever fails, Ho endures. Me is the only one whose Name 
exercises an eternal attraction upon tile human heart. 

All the more are we attracted to the crib because we are 
aware of the Cross. We know that Jesus did not enme to this 
world because it was. comfortable and convenient, a peaceful 
possession, an agreeable dominion for tht; Prince of Glory. Ho 
came because the world was unholy and hostile to goodness, 
and because it had no room or time for Him. Did a cruciform 
shadow fall across His cradle? And — as John Oxenham has 
suggested — did 



Since the first questions were uttered concerning Jesus, 
many have been added. Probably about none other have so 
many questions been asked. Some ribald and Jeering; seme 
abusive and profane; some superficial and silly, but others 
deep and imponderable; questions innumerable have ranged 
about Him. One such was asked when He was born, and is 
continually recurring. We may well ask it as we look upon 
the g r ave disorders of our time. The eye searches the world 
for stability and security, the ear listens for the song of 
peace to replace the blaring dissonance of the modern mood, 
as we cry, "Where is He that was born King?" 

Isaiah foretold "of the increase of His government and 
peace there shall be ho end, upon the throne of David, and 
upon His Kingdom, to order it and to establish it with Judg- 
ment and with Justice," At the Annunciation, Gabriel said, 
"He chall be great ... Ho shall reign ... of His Kingdom 
there shall be no end." It was one of the main causes of His 
offence that .lesus was called the King. Scoffed the Imperial 
Procurator, "Art Thou a King?" As a King He was con- 
demned: as a King incapable of saving Himself was He 
mocked; for proclaiming, "There is another King, one Jesus," 
the early witnesses were arraigned before the magistrates; 
and John was victorious on Pntmos because of "the kingdom 
and patience of Jesus Christ." 

Where is He now? Where is the King? Can we give to 
each other and to the world the good news of where the 
King may be found on this His natal day? 

Is He in the cradle? No, not there! That is where He 
started. He joined our human family at its lowliest, most 
dependent and weakest estate. It had te be so. He could not 
Join us at any other point on our suffering Journey. He had 
to accept undreamed humility, start in the poorest crib we 
could offer Him, without delicacy or refinement. And then He 



from Page 5) 

had to [,row up with us, so that He "became man" and shared 
the knowledge of our infirmities. Living is a dangerous busi- 
ness from beginning to end, and He knows all about it. I love 
to recite StuJdert Kennedy's; 



And a nativity play can thrill me. I know we reconstruct 
the adoration of the Magi and the scene at the crib because 
we love this idyll of the angels. But the King is not in the 
cradlt. He started there, but He did not stay there. 

How then? I remember Herod's sword drove the fearing 
Joseph and Mary, with the infant Jesus, into Egypt, Someone 
has said Jesus was one of the first refugees. We have also 
heard of kings in exile, their crown dishonored, their authority 
rejected. "Where is the King?" The sword has been drawn 
^gain in these awful years. Is the reign of the meek and 
lowly King indefinitely postponed? Has He been driven clean 
out of the world while men murder His ideals and trample 
dawn His Kingdom? 

Not Jesus Christ is not a king in exile. No power can again 
drive Him into "Egypt." Christianity has no need of a gospel 
of indiscriminate optimism; it alone can face the facts without 
fear. We know the nwfulness of the new rejection of Jesus: 
we know how sharp is Herod's sword. Yet we have n text 
which is a fixed sign en Christ's victory-road: "OUT of 
Egypt have I called my son," Notice the sion reads "out." 
Christ is not in hiding, or in exile. Let the Christian re- 
member this, and look elsewhere for the presence of the King. 

Nor is He on the Cross! The notice, "This is Jesus, the 
King . . ." has heen taken down from the untenanted Cross. 
His rejection and cricifixion are no longer in the power of His 
enemies. 

WHERE IS THE KING? Is He yet enthroned above 
the nations? Not yet. In a world where religion appears no 
longer to dominate individual and social life, nationalism, 
humanism and materialism hold sway over the counsels of 
men. It has been written that "many present-day leaders 
are Jealous of religion, they fear the implacable rivalry of the 
authority of God." Yet thincjs are not always what they 
seem. Jesus may not be on the guest-list, but He is present, 
though not invited, and not counted. He is "bound up with 
men in the bundle of life." His name and His teaching. His 
love unto death, His redemption power and the authority of 
His Cross, are influences which have permeated the world. 
He is "treading out the winepress," and the day of His Judg- 
ment and victory is coming on apace. If any one of His critics 
or enemies had a place in the warp and woof of history, and 
in the whole fabric of human life, even faintly comparable to 
that of Jesus, his supporters would be planning victory cele- 
brations. The Christian has every reason to believe, and no 
reason to doubt. Let us proclaim Jesus as Lord and King. 
It is not the gospel of the Kingdom when men make sweet 
offers, however attractive, of an optional religion. We be- 
lieve the King who began in Bethlehem's manger will carry 
religion to victory, ?nd occupy the thrones of the nations. 
"Hark, the Ind'alcl nnqyla sing,' 
Glory to tin; iit-w-liorn Kinsj!" 
Come, gather around who love Him! Thy King is in the 
midst of thee! 
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A Glimpse Into a Few of The Army's 
Many-Sided Social Activities 




A visitor distribut 
one of The Army' 
for Aged Women 
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At the other end of the scale, a nurse 

attends to the needs of a Canadian ...,,, * iL . m i 

citizen of the future Emigrants from the Motherland are cordially welcomed to the Land of the Maple 




AgetJ guests at a Men's Eventide Home enjoy a Christmas program 
CHRISTMAS NUMBER 



II Shut-ins are visited and cheered by the 
League of Mercy 
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ANCIENT CHRISTMAS CUSTOMS 

^.-^w^~~-^ That Have Been Observed Through the Centuries 



SAINT NICHOLAS seemr, to have been 
the o r i a i n n I of our Santa Clans. Ho 
vvas the Bishop of Myi\i about tht* year 
300 A.D., and! was very popular because 
of his good deed;, and kindness, espec- 
ially to children, whose patron saint he 
if; supposed to be. 

An old legend says that he wished to 
ticotow a gift by stealth upon an old 
nobleman who, though poor, did not want 
any one to know of his poverty. When the 
good bishop reached the house he saw 
the old gentleman asleep by the fire, so 



he climbed to the top of the chimney and 
dropped his gift therein, thinking 't 
would fall on the hearth. But it so hap- 
pened that the money fell into one of 
the old gentleman's stockings, which 
his daughter had hung up to dry, where 
it was found and ustid as a dowry for 
his eldest daughter. The old story runs 
that Saint Nicholas never failed to put 
a gift in the stockings which were hung 
for him thereafter whenever a daughter 
of the house was to marry. When the 
nocturnal visitor comes around on 
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ONCE IN ROYAL DAVID'S CITY 
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(Continued f 
nt the end of a groat room which was 
thronged with many children and their 
parents, the actual, real and a II -alive 
figure, Just as he had seen him in pic- 
tures and effigy — Father Christmas in 
the flesh, and how happy he was; and how 
happy the boys and girls who were be- 
ing presented to him! 

"Hist!" whispered a voice at the back 
of the throne, as Santa stepped back for 
a moment after hearing a little girl's re- 
quest, "see who's coming!" 

Now that representative of the happy 
old man of Christmas was an ex-service 
man, who was employed by the store to 
carry on as Santa Claus; he was sup- 
ported by Sin bad the Sailor, Jack the 
Giant-killer, Old Mother Hubbard, Rob- 
inson Crusoe and his Man Friday, some 
of the Forty Thieves, Aladdin and his 
Lamp, and a number of others, all like- 
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rom Page 6) 
wise ex-service men, dinkuni, dyed-in- 
the-wool Aussies, and it was one of 
these who had appraised the old man of 
the coming of Terry and Dolly with 
their Daddy. 

"Do you recognize him? 1 ' he asked. 

"Recognize him? I should think I did. 
That's our old Regimental Sergeant- 
Major. What can we do for him?" 

"Do him for, Jerry!" 

"O.K. I get it," and he stooped to 
receive Terry and Dolly. 

''Welcome to my court, my fine young 
folks,*' he cried. "Now don't tell me, 
I know your name. 'Tis Perkins, and 
I've got a fine lot of presents for your 
Daddy to choose from. You have been 
a good boy, I know, and your sister, too. 
Ladies first, however, so we will tell 
your sister of her good fortune. There's 
a doll which opens and shuts its eyes, a 
doll's pram and house, all on show at 
the end of this floor, and for you, my 
brave little man, get Dad to spring you a 
cycle, a clock-work train on rails, and 
an engineering set." 

Utterly bewildered, Terry's father, one- 
time Regimental Sergeant- Major Per- 
kins, who quite failed to recognize the 
former foot-slogging Private Jerry John- 
son in the disguise of such seasonable 
finery, quailed beneath the boy's glad- 
some acceptance of the suggestions of- 
fered, and the look of glee on his up- 
turned face as he studied his father's 
discomfiture; even chagrin. Was there 
more than Just Joy in his grin? 

"Come away," urged Daddy. 

"Wait a minute, Dad," said the boy, 
ns he recalled his mother's parting 
words: 

"Pinch Santa to see if he is a real 
one." By this time Father Christmas, 
still chuckling over his Joke against the 
old R.S.-M., was attending to the next 
arrival before his throne, and Terry was 
able to steal behind him unobserved, and 
to nip with a sharp pinch, into his red- 
garbed leg, well above the black leather 
top-boot which he was wearing. 

"Whoopsic!" yelled Santa. "Who 
pinched me? You, young Perkins? Then 
I withdraw the list of gifts I had men- 
tioned. I've a mind to hand you over to 
the Forty Thieves. Get you gone!" 

Now what? Terry was in quandary. 

"He's a real somebody, and he isn't 
my Daddy. But what will Dolly and I 
get now? A spanking, most like." 

PAGE THIRTY 



Before the 
glowing hearth. 



Christmas Eve we look for gifts in our 
stockings. 

Incidentally, the date of the good bish- 
op's death, December 0, is observed in 
many countries, and the closeness of 
his feast to that of Christmas Day has 
probably confounded the two celebra- 
tions. Santa Claus seems to be the name 
by which the good spirit of Christmas 
is most generally known, 

BURNING candles at Christmnstide is 
n custom derived from the Roman 
Saturnalia. Not only were candles used 
for the purpose of illumination during 
that festival, but they were also ex- 
changed as gifts in token of cheerful- 
ness and good will. 

It is probable that the employment of 
candles was derived from the Jewish 
Feast of the Dedication, which was held 
(Continued on opposite page) 



Actually Daddy bought a number of 
things; but all they carried away with 
them was the cardboard trumpet which 
Father Christmas was giving to each 
child who was presented to him. 

Dolly was stricken to silence, and 
Terry had nothing to say until they had 
left the tram-car on their homeward 
way. 

4 *Dad," said he, as the twins trotted 
beside their father on the side-walk, 
"I'm going to play you a carol on my 
trumpet. You listen ; it's 'Once in Royal 
David's.' " And Terry started by hum- 
ming, in a monotone, a rhythm of sounds 
which had the metre, but none of the 
tune which he had indicated. Every here 
and there he would biow a note or two 
through the trumpet, but there was no 
sort of suggestion of the old carol, to 
the tune of "Irby." Nevertheless a most 
remarkable thing had happened. 

Though Terry's carol would have been 
altogether unrecognized by any other 
listener, Terry's Dad had caught it, by 
reason of his son's announcement; the 
very promise had awakened in Dad's 
memory a war-time scene at Christmas- 
time, in Port Moresby, New Guinea, 
where Salvation Army Officers operated 
a Red Shield Centre in an old church, 
and where carols were sung by the ser- 
vicemen midst the black-out of an awful 
air-raid, and the Regimental Sergeant- 
Major had knelt in contrition and sur- 
render before the Christ-Child, born to 
be a Saviour from all sin. 

In the years between many things had 
caused Perkins to forget his vows; but 
now he recalled them every one, as 
Terry toot- tootled on his cardboard 
trumpet. 

That night he told his wife the full 
story, and they agreed that it was time 
to re-open the relationship they had both 
of them so foolishly neglected. They knelt 
between the children's cots to seek 
again the Saviour of whom the carol 
spoke, and "Peace on earth" pervaded 
the Perkins' household that Christmas, 
because it had come to dwell in the 
hearts of the parents of the Perkins 
twins. 
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G©®d King Weticeslas 

Good Kinn Weticeslas look'd out 

On the Feast of Stephen, 
When the snow lay around about, 

Deep, and crisp, and even; 
Brightly shone the moon that nioht. 

Though the frost was cruel, 
When a poor man came in sight, 

Gath'rina winter fuel. 

"Hither, page, and stand by me, 

If thou know'st it, telling, 
Yonder peasant, who is he? 

Where and what his dwelling?" 
"Sire, he lives a good league hence. 

Underneath the mountain; 
Right against the forest fence 

By Saint Agnes' fountain." 

"Bring me flesh, and bring me wine. 

Bring me pine logs hither; 
Thou and I will see him dine, 

When we bear them thither." 
Pane and monarch forth they went. 

Forth they went together; 
Through the rude wind's wild lament, 

And the bitter weather. 

In his master's steps he trod. 

Where the snow lay dinted; 
Heat was in the very sod 

Which the saint had printed. 
Therefore, Christian men. he sure. 

Wealth or rank possessing, 
Ye who now will bless the poor, 

Shall yourselves find blessing. 

* * * 

Silent Night 

Silent night, holy night, 

All is calm, all is bright; 

Round yon Virgin Mother and Child! 

Holy Infant, so tender and mild. 

Sleep in Heavenly peace. 

Sleep in Heavenly peace. 

Silent night, holy night, 
Shepherds pray at the sight; 
Glories stream from Heaven afar 
Heav'nly hosts sing Alleluia 
Christ the Saviour is born, 
Christ the Saviour is born. 

Silent night, holy night, 

God on high, love's pure light; 

Radiant beams from Thy holy face, 

With the dawn of redeeming grace, 

Jesus Lord at Thy birth, 

Jesus Lord at Thy birth. 
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To Save From Satan's 
Power 

/"! OD rest you merry gentlemen, 
v * Let nothing you dismay; 
Remember, Christ our Saviour, 

Was born on Christmas day, 
To save us ail from Satan's pow'r. 

When we were gone astray. 

REFRAIN: 

Oh, tidings of comfort and Joy, 

Comfort and Joy. 
Oh, tidings of comfort and Joy. 

In Bethlehem, in Jewry, 
This blessed Babe was born 

And laid within a manger 
Upon this blessed morn; 

The which His mother Mary, 
Did nothina take in scorn. 

From God, our Heavenly Father, 

A blessed angel came, 
And unto certain shepherds 

Brought tidings of the same; 
How that in Bethlehem was born 

The Son of God by name. 



WHY JESUS CAME 

(Continued from page 3) 
her couch to say to the sorrowing 
Salvationists who surrounded her: 

"Quickly, get the brush and sweep 
the path clean, for Jesus is com- 
ing," He came and took the sweeper 
girl to Himself; for she was includ- 
ed amongst the people whom He 
came to save from their sins. She 
is one of the countless number 
who have found peace through be- 
lieving in the Christ of Christmas. 
He came to save His people from 
their sins. 



ANCIENT CHRISTMAS CUSTOMS 



(Continued from 
about the same time of the year as the 
Saturnalia and the Yule. The burning 
of candles was one of the incidents of 
that feast, and it is not unlikely that at 
the time of the birth of Jesus thousands of 
candles were brightly burning through- 
out Palestine — a fitting, though uninten- 
tional, proclamation of the Light that 
had come into the world. A fact that 

"message of the chimes - 

Jl 1 1 J 1 1 "I °l 

ytM-cn, This HovA, vc 7Jkau, tntf ouMi- 

"I . *| J j. T "I °\ 
dtuJ. 6y T/uffiaurtL ■&£ rur -frit ' s(uUl 



opposite page) 

bears out this supposition is that mem- 
bers of the Greek Catholic Church call 
Christmas the "Feast of Lights." 

SINGING Christmas carols is a custom 
so old that even the origin of the 
word is in doubt. The first carols were 
modelled on the songs written to accom- 
pany the choric dance and carolling — a 
combination of dancing and singing — 
which found its way from the pagan 
rituals into the Christian Church. 

The earliest printed collection of carols 
was issued in 1621. It contained the 
famous "Boar's Head" carol, which is 
still sung every year at Oxford College. 

The carol exists In France, where It is 
known as "Noel," 



E ALL LAIS THINE 

LORD of the lands, beneath Thy 
bending skies, 
On field and flood, whore'er our banner 

flies, 
Thy people lift their hearts to Thee, 
Their grateful voices raise: 
May our dominion ever be 
A temple to Thy praise. 
Thy will alone let all enthrone; 
Lord of all lands, make Canada Thine 

own. 
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Lord of the worlds, with strong eternal 
hand, 

Hold us in honor, truth and self-com- 
mand; 

The loyal heart, the constant mind, 

The courage to be true, 

Our wide extending Empire bind, 

And all the earth renew, 

Thy name be known through every zone; 

Lord of the worlds, make all the lands 
Thine own. 

Albert D. "Watson. 
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